NOTES FROM A WORK BOOK 


The last time I went to the Citizens' Theatre they were doing 
Kit Marlowe. The broils, the maimings, the gore were quite 
memorable. Nothing else was. No doubt it was the same at the 
Rose in London in 1593 when the Massacre at Paris was first 
performed. It is likely Marlowe took soundings and consulted 
the tastes and sympathies of his patrons. Presumably the Citz 
assessed the requirements of their own little public and were 
striving only to satisfy demand. If so, it appears to be quite 
literally a demand for great gouts of blood. Players are draped 
in white sheets for no better reason than that the blood might 
engulf them the more horrifically. We were led to believe that 
Tudor audiences were a coarse bunch, all agog for any 
grotesquery, and with a ready stomach for bloodbaths. We took 
it for granted that the modern theatregoer was a whimp by 
comparison. This last surmise seems not to be the case. 


But 400 years have brought one tiny change. We are no longer 
invited to enjoy the bloodletting for its own sake. We are no 
longer supposed to be altogether in sympathy with Marlowe's 
gratuitous sadism. To make it all OK for us to look at, 
Havergal mounts a mock-Tudor production, adapting some of the 
crudities of stage presentation which supposedly obtained in 
that era, and with some off-stage (up and down the aisles) 
drollery mixed in, Elizabeth sits on high throughout, Like a 
madonna in a brightly-lit niche, and at the end comes down to 
join in a knees-up with her beloved Thespians. Now it's sort of 
history and educational. therefore OK. 


The pretence is that it is the renaissance theatre we are to 
fix our attention on, not just the preposterous Marlowe play 
which is little more than a long series of horrors. So when 
blood flows, it flows, not for us, not for our delectation, but 
for those strange beings - those coarse, cruel and comical 
Elizabethans. 


So the Citz are telling their desperate clientele: "We'll give 
you all the blood and guts you want, so long as we can call it 
something else! Like maybe history." 


Or like maybe a classic! 


I sit down to write although I feel too far 
down in spirit to write anything of value. 
What can I write about but my own sense of 
worthlessness? I must begin there. And perhaps 
it was always like this: as if I could expiate 
my sin in writing about it. But my sin is 
not easy to track down and put a name to. 
My sin is me: always the same but expressed 
in a variety of forms: sexuality, sloth, greed, 
fear. My sin is whatever I touch or look at 
or think about. If my sin is me, then to be 
rid of sin only requires that I change, but 
in order to undergo change I would first have 
to be sinless. At this moment I know I am 
incapable of change. It would be possible 
for me to pretend to be changed: it may be 
this is all that "change" ever really is. 
I could re-create myself, like a character 
in a fiction, and force my life into another 
pattern. In this sense Jesus on the cross 
might well only have been a character in a 
fiction. After all, it was Jesus himself who 
said: By their deeds ye shall know them. And 
deeds are outward and need not necessarily 
be manifestions of the inward reality. Of 
course he also asserted that sin could exist 


t 
in thought as well as in deeds: in desire 
as well as fulfillment. 
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